MY   AFRICAN   NEIGHBOURS

have been told by natives in the great plains of British East
Africa that men exist who will run antelopes down.

The pivot around which all native conceptions of life
turn is 'chakula' (food). To eat as much as he possibly can
at one sitting is looked upon by every native as a sacred
duty; and, like the dung beetles described by Henri Fabre,
he never, never stops, so long as there is anything to eat
before him. An American divine, as well known for his
beautiful preaching as for his successes with a rifle in East
Africa, has told us how a native with whom he remonstrated
for gorging himself with the meat of butchered zebras,
excused himself by saying that he might be dead by the
morning, and then, what an opportunity would have been
lost! If you ask a native why he goes and gets married, he
never replies: 'Because I love the girl'; but invariably by
the question: 4Who is to prepare my food?'

It is quite useless to try to give natives extras. I often
started, but always gave it up again, quite disheartened.
The more sugar and tea you give them, the quicker they
finish it. They have no conception of husbanding pro-
visions, and are never satisfied or grateful. There are,
besides, always a lot of hangers-on; and the servants and
porters, who fear retaliation in a moment of penury,
simply dare not refuse to share. As one said to me once:
*If a man sees that I have got something that he has not got,
and if I refuse to give him some of it, perhaps some day,
when I am hungry and without food and he has plenty of
It, he will also refuse to share.'

That the native custom to share all food with everybody
present is not, as some may imagine, the outcome of
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